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itself to our actions, and finally culminating in speculation, 
we can study it relatively to the growth of the human 
family, and combine it with the study of universal history, 
or human society. 

THE STUDIO :0F KA.ULBACH, 

FROM "AN ART-STUDENT IN MUNICH." 

NUMBER ONE. 

Miss Howitt has given us a very pleasant, unpretend- 
ing little book. She seems to have iuherited that genial 
temperament which has made the name she bears a house- 
hold word on both sides of the Atlantic. It is refreshing 
even to thiuk of the deliverance of an enthusiastic young 
Englishwoman from all the proprieties and respectabilities 
of her prosaic native island, to the fresh, poetic atmos- 
phere and academical freedom of a German student's life. 

Munich is'just now. so far as actual production is con- 
cerned, the Art capital of Europe. The king is the Cosmo 
de Medici of our century, and under his royal patronage so 
large and varied an artistic activity has spruug up that the 
little German city is fast becoming a kind of Teutonic 
Florence. The lover of beauty must see its wonders as well 
as those of Venice and Rome. The old Pinakothek offers 
the treasures of the ancient ; the new Pinakothek, those 
of the modern schools. The Colossal Bavaria of Schwan- 
thaler, the Siegesthor Bavaria, the Rumeshalle, the Hof 
Kapelle, the Glyptothek, will each reward a serious atten- 
tion. We cannot serve our readers more acceptably than 
by laying before them at some length the impressions of 
our clear-eyed student. We find her at first in the studio 
of Kaulbach, which we will permit her to describe — 

"This old crazy door admits you into a field, where still 
blocks of stone, a very chaos of them, are seen in the distance, 
lying in wild disorder about a ruinous building, partially 
covered with a straggling vine. Close before you is a long, 
.grey, desolate-looking house: you turn the corner, you stand in 
the field — one lovely, odorous mosaic of flowers, and deep, rich 
grass. Here the tall salvia rears its graceful spike of brilliantly 
blue flowers ; clover, white and red, scents the air with its. 
honeyed perfume; the delicate eyebrjght, daisies, trefoils, hare- 
bells, thyme, buglos, yellow vetch, the white powdery umbels 
of the wild carrot, and the large, mild-looking dog-daisies, 
bloom in a gay, delicious tangle ; crowds of rejoicing butter- 
flies dance and flutter unceasingly about the flower mosaic like 
showers of falling pear-blossom ; myriads of happy little crea- 
tures, beetles, grasshoppers, lady-birds, revel among the flower- 
stems and blades of grass: all is joyous life; an odor, a gentle 
murmur — a very hymn of Nature. And there, seated beneath 
those elder trees in full bloom, before the desolate grey house, 
is a group of merry, brown-eyed children, playing with a beau- 
tiful white rabbit, while a large, sagacious mastiff sleeps beside 
them. 

t; And now, opposite to you, across the field, and half hidden 
by thickets and a group of poplars, you see the studio; two 
grey wings, with a higher centre. All is bowery and green, 
overhung with vines and creepers." 

Within we are introduced to the designs of this artist 



for the Berlin and other frescoes. We commence our sur- 
vey with the Destruction of Jerusalem — 

" Above the human turmoil, agony, famine, despair, and 
triumph, which fill the lower portion of the picture, throned 
upon clouds, and dimly visible through a haze of heavenly light, 
sit the four great prophets, Isaiah, Jeremiah, Ezekiel, and- 
Daniel, who prophesied in vain to the stubborn and blinded 
Jewisfi nation; again they repeat their awful warnings, point- 
ing with solemn gestures to their open books. The seven 
angels of God's wrath, as described in the Revelations, descend 
on swift wings, and with swords of flame, like a mighty whirl- 
wind. And now, whilst the avenging angels descend, and the 
prophecies are fulfilled, Titus, seated on his white snorting 
charger, is seen in the distance riding onward over smouldering 
ruins, into the doomed city; grim-visaged lictors surround him; 
the Roman generals, with staudards and glittering spears, 
crowd on behind him ; a multitude of soldiers, half lost ia 
smoke and gloom, precede lam, announcing their victory with, 
triumphant music. Roman soldiers have already obtained pos- 
session of the holy altar (the centre of the picture); have, 
planted the Roman eagle upon it ; have sacrificed upon it to 
their She-Wolf; crowding upon it" clinging to it, they celebrate 
their triumph by the braying of trumpets, the clang of arms, 
and the shouts of war. One soldier stretches forth his robber- 
hands towards one of three Jewish virgins, who, shuddering, 
cling together; another leans from his horse, which is laden 
with spoil from the Temple, and with rude grasp seizes the arm 
of a woman, who, clasping her hands in agony, shrinks from 
him towards the earth. Then is fulfilled the abomination of 
desolation foretold by Daniel. 

" And now like a huge wave around the altar, driven on by 
the tide of entering Romans, see a crowd of Jews passing forth 
beneath their upraised shields. They cast wild looks of agony 
aod hatred towards the desecraters of their holy altar, and 
above them swiftly descends the whirlwind of angels. Here, 
round that caldron, cowers a fearful group: one old hag sneks 
blood and devours the flesh of her own arm ; another devours 
some horror no less revolting; and a young and handsome 
woman, frantic with hunger, slays her infant; with rabid and 
glazed eyes she sits gazing at the pale corpse and her blood- 
stained knife. And up those broad steps, leading to the Holy 
of Holies, fly crowds of men, women, and little children ; here 
lies a corpse, there sits a mother, wild with alarm, seeking to 
screen her children, who cling to her and hide their heads in 
her lap. Alofr, beneath the pillars of the Temple, cold, scorn- 
ful, aud impassive, stands John of Gischalla and Simon, the ' 
sons of Gioras, the reckless and wicked Jewish leaders ; wildly 
gesticulating, frantic men and women gather around them: 
with clenched hands raised with impotent imprecations against 
heaven, they curse the descending angels of God's wrath and 
the triumphant Roman hosts. Beyond this infuriated throng, 
illumined by the ruddy glare of fire, you dimly see the sacred 
ark supported by its cherubim, and the waving arms of more 
and more fugitives and supplicants. 

u Such is, in truth, the background of the picture, from 
which stand forth three remarkable and principal groups. The 
centre figure of the centre group is the High Priest in his robes 
His dark, haggard countenance, and bloodshot eyes, are riveted 
upon the approaching Romans; he thrusts the keen point of a 
long dagger through the golden border of his sparkling breast- 
plate; one foot is planted upon a corpse which lies on the 
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ground wrapt in a scarlet mantle, through which you trace the 
features of a dead face, and beneath which you see a crown and 
loDg tresses of dark hair; his other arm presses to him and 
supports his dying children ; the youth's pallid face yet rests 
upon his father's knee, though the slight form, clad in its light 
golden armor, slowly sinks down upon the corpse covered with 
the scarlet shroud. Meanwhile, the wife of the High Priest 
seizes his upraised and suicidal arm, and points frantically to 
her own breast, longing, demanding to die with him and their 
children. Seated, or prostrated round the High Priest and his 
family, you see the Levites mourning and destroying themselves 
amid the scattered treasnres of the Temple. One young man 
has fallen upon his sword ; an old man, with a venerahie white 
beard, sits in a stupor of despair, — his hand listlessly grasps a 
long sword, and he leans against golden vases upheaped with 
gold, jewels, and long strings of pearls. The left group con- 
sists of the Wandering Jew, driven forth by three demons, 
whose livid brows are wreathed with knotted snakes, and the 
whips in whose hands are snakes likewise. Forth rushes he, 
lacerating his naked breast, a type of modern Judaism, and 
undying remorse : thus connecting the historical part of the 
Destruction of Jerusalem with the prophecy of Christ, in which 
the Destruction of Jerusalem is made a symbol of the Last 
Judgment, etc. 

"Three gracious angels, bearing aloft a golden chalice encir- 
cled with a glory, the mystic sign of Christian faith, conduct a 
group of Christians forth from the devoted city. This is the 
right hand group. A beautiful and gentle woman seated upon 
an ass, presses lovely smiling twins to her breast; a shadow of 
foreboding rests on her sweet face, for in her hand she bears the 
martyr's palm. Behind her, on the ass, sits a boy of some 
seven years old, and passes through her arm a little hand which 
holds a branch heavy with golden fruit: his large brown eyes 
are full of eagerness, his lips are parted, he beckons .to his 
three little playmates, who kneel, imploring to be taken along 
with the Christians. Two are lovely children — a boy with curl- 
ing fair locks, a girl with thick dark plaited tresses, while 
between them kneels a little, yellow, naked boy; all three 
raise beseeching hands and weeping eyes towards the departing 
Christians. The nearest angel waves his hand with a look of 
love ineffable— they shall depart also! probably also to win the 
martyr's crown. See those graceful youths who conduct the 
ass, on which rides the mother, and a second ass ridden by the. 
father, who chants a hymn of praise to God from the book 
open in his hand, and by the white-headed grandfather. All 
bear palm branches. Yet all sing hymns of love and praise, 
' and with firm steps and undaunted hearts they approach their 
doom— a joy eternal, though purchased by suffering and 
death." 

We go on to the " Fall of Babel "— 

"Nimrod, 'the mighty hunter before the Lord,' the tyrant of 
men as well as of beasts, is seen seated upon his throne, 
approached by a lofty flight of steps; behind him rises in the 
gloom the huge tower. The throne is supported by grotesquely 
carved figures of dogs ; on either hand arise clouds of perfume, 
from tall incense-burners; the throne has been surmounted by 
idols of the sun and moon. But Jehovah, and his avenging 
angels, darting forth from a cloud, keen-forked lightnings have 
smitten the baleful forms, which, falling upon the marble steps, 
have slain Nimrod's two son?, who lie crushed beneath them. 
The curse has fallen in truth upon the tyrant. He sits there 



between his mutilated gods, with his dead sons at bis feet, with 
his wife prostrate before him and them, beseeching him wildly 
to acknowledge the power of the unknown God, with his 
courtiers, priests, and minstrels on either hand, taunting, 
scoffing, conjuring him to renounce his idol- worship, his 
tyranny : but he neither hears nor sees — he only feels the 
curse. In the swollen muscles of his brawny arms and chest, 
in his hands clenched on his knees, in his cruel, proud, Hon 
face, in his quivering foot, you read a dumb bewilderment! 
Through his brain ring the words, ' How art thou fallen, Luci- 
fer, son of the morning! How art thou cut down who didst 
weaken the nations! Thou hast said in thy heart I will ascend 
into heaven ; I will exalt my throne above the stars of God; I 
will be like the Most High? Yet thou art brought down to 
hell, to the sides of the pit.' 

■" The curse has fallen also upon the tower. On all sides fly 
the workmen, in wild haste, leaping from the scaffolding, which 
breaks beneath them, letting themselves drop from the steep 
walls of the basement. All is bewilderment, frantic confusion. 
A woman meeting three men yoked like beasts to a load of 
ponderous stone, which they are dragging up a,n inclined plane, 
urged on by a fiendish taskmaster, shouts to them the astound- 
ing doom; but the sounds of her own voice seem to appal her: 
her lips look petrified, her hands are raised towards her mouth 
in astonishment. 

"In one corner of the picture you see the architect, with his 
plan of the tower, struck down and stoned to death by two 
infuriated workmen. Already the tribes have begun to dis- 
perse. The minstrels to the left of Nimrod's throne, holding in 
their hands lyres of the most primitive fashion, and admonish- 
ing the tyrant by word and gesture to acknowledge the awful 
God, hasten to join the race of Japhet already departing 
towards the west. Their wives, seated on camels, beckon 
wildly to their lingering husbands with beseeching hands. 
Far, far away, stream multitudes, on foot, on horses, on 
camels, away, away, across those hills out into the world I 
Here a strong warrior, naked except for his helmet, formed 
from the head of some wild horned beast and his fluttering 
Hon-skin mantle, holding spears in his hand and with his sword 
girt around him, rushes madly away on a snorting horse, swift 
as the wind ; two slim youths, — one holding his bow, his ♦ 
quiver slung across his shoulder, the other swinging a sling, — 
grasp the long mane of the horse and fly along with him. 
Another warrior follows madly behind them: on rushes his 
steed, bnt with averted head he watches the solemn lightning 
cloud which bears Jehovah. 

"Away, away, out into the world, fly the ancestors of the 
Persians, the Greeks, the Romans, the Scandinavians, the Ger- 
mans, with spears and shields to battle for liberty, for beauty 
for chivalry, for the noble rights of humanity ! 

11 In front of Nimrod's throne, the race of Ham, to which 
race belong Nimrod himself and the luckless architect, assem- 
ble themselves. A half-idiotic priest, cowering over his three- 
headed idol, which he presses to his breast, is seated upon a 
shaggy, sullen bison, its horns decorated with ppndrous pen- 
dant ornaments, its back covered with a barbaric matting. 
Frantic worshippers surround him ; one savage-looking girl, 
with matted elf-locks and clad in skins, seizes the robe of the 
priest and licks it with her tongue. A hideous old hag, the 
impersonation of sorcery and false prophecy, raises her hood 
with skinny fingers, and casts a baleful glance of malice upon 
the slim youth, with his bow and quiver, who rushes past her. 
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Thus departs the race of Ham, the idolaters of Africa, the 
Phoenicians, the Egyptians. The curse falls immediately upon 
them: 'They who eat the flesh, of men and drink abominable 
blood to do homage to Thy name! But Thou hast compassion 
upon all, and bearest with the sins oif men. For Thou lovest 
all that are, and hatest none that Thou bast created ; Thou 
sparest all ! For all are Thine, Lord 1 Thou lover of life ! and 
Thy Eternal Spirit is in all!' 

" Meanwhile, behold towards the east the departure of Shem, 
in the person of the venerable patriarch Peleg, mentioned by 
Moses. He is seated upon a low car drawn by mild oxen ; he 
stretches forth his arms as if at once blessing and protecting his 
race, his noble countenance raised towards heaven with love 
and gratitude. In horror of the departing idolaters a youth 
and maiden spring to his knees, shrinking in alarm from the 
savage fanatics. A grave boy, holding listlessly in his one 
hand the reins of the oxeo, in the other a crook, stands up in 
the low wagon on the other side of the patriarch, and half 
leans against him. On the neck of either ox, see, a round- 
limbed naked child is seated; they are twin brothers! One 
presses a bunch of luscious grapes to his Hps, whilst his other 
arm rests lovingly upon the shoulder of his little brother, who 
leans towards him holding a long spray of vine in his chubby 
little hand. Their mother walks beside the yoked oxen, gaz- 
iug at them with eyes of love ; In one hand she bears bunches 
of grapes, the other supports a flat basket upon her head, in 
which lies, together with a distaff, a younger child, who, laugh- 
ing, stretches forth his arms towards his little brothers seated 
on the oxen. Other women and children follow. They are 
surrounded by flocks and herds ; you seem to hear a gentle 
lowing and bleating. All is peace, fruitfulness, love. They 
journey towards a land of promise. * In my race shall all the 
nations of the earth be blessed,* spake the Lord God; 'and to 
you, ye nations of the earth, to you is born, in the city of 
David, a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord. Glory to God in 
the highest, and peace on earth and good-witl to men 1* " 

Next comes " The Battle of the Hans " — 

" Opposite to the Fall of Babel, in the small studio, hangs 
the design for the Battle of the Huns, another of the Berlin 
frescoes. The subject is taken from the old legend related by 
Daraascius in his life of Isidorns, which relates how the hatred 
was so intense between the Huns and Romans, that after a. 
great battle fought before the walls of Rome, in the time of 
Yalentinian III., the spirits of the slain returned into the 
corpses, and a freuzied conflict was renewed by the phantoms 
in the air; a legend fraught with deep significance, and found 
in various ages, and among various nations, symbolizing the 
bitter hatred which outlives the mortal conflict! 

" Borne, in the distance, with its temples, palaces, and gar- 
dens, sleeps silently upon its seven hills. Between the quiet 
walls and the foreground of the picture are scattered groups of 
slain. Here, in the front, lies a heap of corpses, Romans and 
Huns mingled together; soldiers, Amazons, horses, and wild 
Hnn children. The sleep of death is, however, loosening its 
hold upon them. A gigantic Hun, wrapt in his skin mantle, his 
eyes still closed, his bearded chin sunk upon his breast, draws 
6lowly, as yet drunk with sleep, his sword forth from its scab- 
bard. Beside him lies a yet nnwakened Amazon, her stern 
countenance thrown back in death upon the lap of another 
woman, who sits gazing, full of a wild amaze, towards the sky. 
A third woman is gradually awaking, though her eyes are still 



closed and her head bending towards the earth. Sunk upon 
the breast of the sleeping Amazon, like the pretty bnd of some 
flower closed for the night, lies the round head of a little Hun 
child. There sleeps a Roman soldier grasping his sword, his 
metal helmet and armor conspicuous amidst the skin garments 
and savage weapons of the ' Barbarians. 1 Women, with faces 
on flame, with beckoning arms and animated gestures arouse 
the sleepers. At the touch of that eager woman, the warrior 
fallen prostrate from his dead horse will awake! 

"And here is a group entirely of women! Roman women 
they seem : some, aroused only to a dim sense of agony, sit 
dreamily upon the ground; others, clinging together as if 
drawn towards the ghastly conflict waging in the air by the 
might of their anguish and mourning, hover above the earth. 
A little naked child, heavy with sleep, clings to the girdle of 
his mother, as, pressing her hands with convulsive agony to 
her brow, she rises from the ground. Here a young Roman 
soldier aids the ascent of a veteran towards the battle. 

" Up* Dpi they rise ! Romans and wild Barbarians. At first 
dreamily with heavy eyelids; then comes perfect consciousness 
of a more than mortal hatred. The Romans rush on with 
spears and standards, exhibiting with defiant gestures to their 
foes a cross borne aloft, from which radiates celestial light. 
The Roman Emperor is supported on either side by a slim 
youth. Old Rome, now leaning for support upon his young 
dependencies, leads on his cohorts. Intensest hatred fills the 
veteran with a transient youthful vigor ; his large breast heaves, 
his eyes flash flame, and with fierce defiance he presses on 
towards his adversary, the terrible Attila, who standing on a 
broad shield, upheld by floating Huns, brandishes a fearful wea- 
pon, a huge whip, each lash ending in a cruel Morgemtern. 
Attila, conspicuous in his loose coat of mail, his fur-trimmed 
widely-flowing robe, and strange high cap, and wielding hU . 
many-lashed scourge with one hand, beckons forward with the 
other his countless hosts, who swarm Behind him, bearing along 
with them shields, bows, spears, arrows, clubs, arid slings only 
less wild and rude than are their own eager, savage coun- 
tenances. 

" On, on they come, with elf-looks and skin garments floating 
on the wind! on, on tbey come, hurrying through the air from 
the far distant heavens, like flocks of ominous birds! And 
now, on all sides, above and beneath the two terrific leaders, 
the ghosts close in struggling conflict, and all is one dense cloud 
of agony!" 

And finally the " Homer " — = 

" Let us now, returning to the large atelier r study the colos- 
sal cartoon in progress, — the Homer,- for the Grecian cycle of 
the Berlin frescoes. 

" Homer, steered in a little boat by the eldest of the Sagas, 
by the Sibylla, touches the shore of a small creek, where he is 
awaited by assembled Greece, — by her poets, her philosophers, 
her warriors, her priests, her Arcadian shepherds and hunters. 
Homer's figure is turned away from us, the modern spectators, 
but we catch a profile glimpse of his glorious inspired counte- 
nance as, with slightless orbs, it is directed towards the listening 
crowd npon the shore. He raises one hand oommandingly 
towards heaven ; the other hand touches the strings of a large 
lyre, which he supports upon his slightly raised knee and the 
curved prow of the little bark as he pours forth his immortal 
strains in a mighty torrent of song. The wind waves back the 
rich masses of hair from his noble brow, rustles the leaves of 
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his bay- wreath; and raises the veil of Sibylla, floating it myste- 
rionsly above her melancholy, dreamy countenance, which she 
rests upon her left hand. Her right listlessly holds an oar, as 
she sits low upon the deck of the little boat. An open scroll 
lies upon her knees; her eyes do not read its mystic words, 
but are sunk in wondrous dreams. Hers are eyes which hare 
never shed a tear, — stern, sad eyes, though tearless. What a 
contrast between the Sibylla and the gentle, heart-broken Thetis, 
who to the left of Sibylla's boat rises from the waves towards 
heaven, bearing with devoted love the nrn which holds the 
beloved ashes of her heroic son! An unutterable tenderness 
and woe speak in her lovely, plaintive, tearful, upraised face. 
The gentlest and tenderest of her attendant Nereides watch her 
as she departs, striving to detain her by their caresses and looks 
of love; whilst others of a sterner nature, the nymphs of 
storm and shipwreck, are less sympathetic, and busy themselves 
with their own affairs. Their hair is wreathed with coral* with 
reeds and 'sea-blossoms, and fastened np with fantastic fish- 
bones; necklaces of shells rest on their large, round shoulders; 
one young creature defends herself from the attack of a swan 
which, with its companion, sails boldly towards her with 
ruflled plumage. Another nymph gazes towards a warrior 
seated on the shore with an earnest, proud glance, as though a 
deep, passionate love had existed once between them. But he, 
a type of the joyous, careless, yet heroic Grecian nature, has 
already buried his memories of this love amid a hundred others. 
Love, wine, and song, are the glories of his existence ; but for 
this moment song has predominant sway over him. His face is 
averted from the proud nymph, his hand rests carelessly upon 
the shoulder of a lovely boy who presses to his side, holding 
upon his knee an ivy-wreathed beaker ; and he listens entranced 
by Homer's strains. And now stretches along the shore in. a 
vast semi-circle the Grecian nation, represented by its various 
types of poets, sages, sculptors, painters, warriors, and shep- 
herds. There are voluptuous youthful countenances whose 
ambrosial locks are wreathed with odorous fresh flowers; some 
listen, sunk in dreams ; others, roused by a generous enthu- 
siasm, stretch forth their arms, and their eyes gleam with 
inspiration ; there yon see, seated upon the rocky shore, stern, 
old, .bearded men, who rest garlanded lyres upon their knees, 
whilst their old brows are shadowed by laurel, bay, and ivy. 
Standing beside that rock, conspicuous amid the garlanded 
crowd, in solemn drapery, which hangs in stern folds around 
his brow, you recognize a bardic-priest of the mystics, a 
descendant of Orpheus^who listens with a bitter scorn to the 
song of his mighty antagonist; a sickening hatred growing 
within his soul as he finds that the glory of the mystics is about 
to' pale before the dawn of a new poetic era. 

"Here rises in solemn majesty a colossal statue of Achilles. 
A group of youths pause from their labor of chiselling it, and 
feed a falcon, which screams and flaps its large wings above the 
arm of the youth who reclines in naked beauty, like a glorious 
antique statue, at the feet of the Achilles. The sculptor — Phi- 
dias himself, perhaps — stands, mallet in hand and shading his 
eyes, as a mysterious vision of beauty bursts upon him. The 
divinities of Greece descend towards two noble temples which 
rise in the background of the picture. The artists busied upon 
the scaffoldings which surround one temple, recognize also the 
glorious vision, and hail the approach of the deities with 
extended arms, and supplicate them upon their bonded knees. 
A rainbow spans the sky, connecting the heavenly and earthly 
multitudes. 



" Across this rainbow sweeps the celestial train. Love leads 
tbem on, pointing with arch mien towards the temple, whither 
he bends his flight, whilst the lovely Graces float in an' airy 
dance beneath him. Apollo presses on with majestic step and 
radiant brow, followed by the Muses; Jupiter and Juno, 
attended by the gorgeous peacock, with the eagle in wild flight 
above them, with Diana, Mercury, and Minerva, and a throng 
of lesser deities crowding behind them, are seen descending 
and throned in calm majesty, side by side, upon a cloud of 
smoke which curls up in vast volumes from an altar erected on 
the farther shore of the little creek. A band of warriors, 
unconscious of the full acceptance of their sacrifice, seeing 
alone the ascending smoke, not the spiritual forms descending 
upon it, encircle the altar in a mad war-dance with clashing 
swords and flying plumes. Yet the strains of Homer resound 
above the clash of arms, and echo through these warriors' 
souls; two already have left the war-dance and have drawn 
near to the margin of the bay, where they listen, with the rest 
of Greece, in a trance of amazement, to the mighty voice of 
poetry, which is here summoning as to a vast assembly the 
inhabitants of heaven, earth, and ocean." 

1 oi&mp-iarhiuttg. 



THE VILLA.* 

" With'artiul skill you bid the stranger's eye 

Avoid disgust, and every grace descry; ' 

Amused and still drawn on by fresh surprise, 
From scenes that fade, he views new scenes arise. 
What though you feed this hope, you never cloy ; 
And, oft to heighten, you protract his joy." ■ . 

Da Lillb. 

In the matter of embellishment we should avoid the 
introduction of trifles, and above all, of foppery amongst 
the virtuous hamadryads. If a monument or vase be 
required, dedicate it to the memory of some dear friend, or 
even to the genius of the locality, in a well turned and 
appropriate inscription. Jets-d'eau look well upon paper, 
and when backed by fair foliage, but, unfortunately, our 
winters so often play with them that they canuot play for 
us. In the more retired portions, a rustic seat encircling 
the trunk of a favorite tree, and fanned by its over-shadow- 
ing foliage, and arbors or screens, latticed with young twigs, 
and mantled with the full beauty and fragrance of climbers, 
as the clematis and honeysuckle, are objects which evince 
taste, and may be made to afford a world of delight and 
imagery. But the placing of rustic articles, as baskets for 
flowers, and seats on piazzas and in dwellings — unless 
these be of rustic design— is ever attended with inharmo- 
nious results ; so placed, there is a very evident confusion, a 
jarring mixture of the elegant and of the rude ; it affects 
the person whose eye is attuned to the harmony and 
beanty of propriety, much in the same manner as the, grat- 
ing of discordant notes upon an ear attuned to harmony of 
sweet sounds. We hold that embellishment and ground 
should be in keeping.-]' 

*jSee vol. iv., page 49. 

t All out buildings, as ice-houses, well or spring coverings, boat- 
houses, and the like, can be made very effective and conducive to the 
beauty instead of the ugliness of a place. 



